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1. This Human Heart (3:20) 

2. Hopeless Romantic (4:07) 

3. Baby I Burn (3:07) 

4. Damn This Aching Heart (3:50) 

5. Right About the Rain (6:06) 

6. Cape May Waltz (4:10) 

7. I Don't Want to Need You (3:18) 

£. Tiny Romance (3:50) 

Something Between Us (5:00) 

10. Closer to You (4:20) 

11. My Beloved is Mine (3:03) 

12. Love Will Stay (4:17) 

11>. If I Never Write Another Song (3:19) 

Bonus Track: 

Right About the Rain (Radio Edit) (4:13) 
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John D'earth: great musician, great guy, great hair! 

Laura Light for “The Cape May Waltz.” 

Freyda 
All the musicians who made these songs sound good for the record, 
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Ray Duffy and Sharon Abbott, who make me sound good live in Philly. 

Margo and everyone at the YWW for making me a writer. 

Gene Shay, who played Ramblin' Jack's “South Coast” and got all this started. 
And Glenn Barratt for respecting and transforming these songs. 
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This Human Heart 

It's in the right place. It's in command. 

It's in New York and the palm of your hand. 

A total eclipse, the size of your fist. A lonely hunter. Be careful with it. 

It's this heart. This human heart. 

Made of darkness, a combat zone. Made of glass. Made of stone. 

Full of rain. Full of soul. Like a wheel, with a mind of its own. 

It's this heart. This human heart. 

Tear it up. Break it down. Take another piece, but don't drag it around. 

Cross it or blame it. Cry it out. We still won't know what it's all about 

It's this heart. This human heart. 

No one can fathom the heart in song or sonnet or work of art. 

How could anyone hope to define something you have to lose to find? 

This old used heart is good as gold since you came along. 

You made it whole. 
Back on my sleeve... satisfied, an open book, with your name inside. 

It's my heart. This human heart. 

Acoustic Guitar and Lead Vocal: David Kleiner 

Harmony Vocal: Mary Gordon Hall 

Harmonica: Gary Green 

Electric Guitar: Jef Lee Johnson 

B-3: Joel Bryant 

Bass: Chico Huff 

Drums: Grant McAvoy 

I used to wear my heart on my sleeve. 

You can find it tonight on page sixty-three. 

Playful sense of humor, a real zest for life. 

This guy's been misunderstood. 

Misunderstood, by those who don't know him 

and his ex-wives whenever they could. 

He needs someone to kiss, a real optimist, 

someone who simply loves tunes just like this. 

It's personal and it's here in The News. 

I've got nothing left and that's too much to lose. 

I used to wear my heart on my sleeve. 

You can find it tonight on page sixty-three. 

This old used heart has had its ups and its downs, 

like the Chevy that I drive around. 

But there's a Caddy inside in need of repair. 

It’ll be fine, with proper care. 

I'd be fully equipped. I could be passionate, 

if I had you along for the rest of the trip. 

It's personal and it's here in The News. 

I've got nothing left and that’s too much to lose. 

I used to wear my heart on my sleeve. 

You can find it tonight on page sixty-three. 

Friendship and chemistry, rendezvous so discreet. 

Placed this ad, left it to fate. 

A man whose life fell apart in search of a matching heart... 

Hopeless romantic seeks same. 

Hopeless Romantic (The Want Ad Waltz) 
February 24,1997 

Friendship and chemistry, rendezvous so discreet. 

Placed this ad, left it to fate. 

A man whose life fell apart, in search of a matching heart... 

Hopeless romantic seeks same. 

Forty something male who's had his heart broken - 

a guy who has broken a few - 

is desperately searching - searching for someone - 

someone exactly like you 

for walks in the park, one more last fresh start, 
and falling asleep on the couch after dark. 
It's personal and it's here in The News. 

I've got nothing left and that's too much to lose. 

Acoustic Guitar and Lead Vocal: David Kleiner 

Harmony Vocal: Mary Gordon Hall 

Cello: Alfred James 

Baby, I Burn 
ForSS 

Lightning strikes. The power's out. 
The day is on fire. The night’s still in doubt. 
Even this rainstorm can't cool things down, 
sound of sirens all over town. 
And the asphalt melting under my feet; 
the city's gone crazy from the heat. 
“Onward Christian Soldiers” repeats 
from the church bells across the street. 
And I swear I got a fever of a 103. 
Baby, I bum for you. Baby, I bum. 

You're out in the desert in some big damn state. 

I'm here at the home place, completely ablaze. 

Can't keep things straight. You're distant from me. 

Too far away, I still feel the heat. 

And I swear I got a fever of a 103. 

Baby, I bum for you. Baby, I bum. 

Now, I'm in the dark and I know what to do 

with a candle, a match, and a picture of you. 

Ashes to ashes, combustible heart... 

Touch off a fire in this tinderbox... 

If you don't call, if I say your name, 

I swear I'll ignite and burst into flame. 

I'm searing the landscape. 

I swelter. I seethe, 

burning my bridges, scorching my dreams. 

And I swear I got a fever of a 103. 

Baby, I bum for you. Baby, I bum. 

Acoustic Guitar and Lead Vocal: David Kleiner 

Harmony Vocal: Mary Gordon Hall 

Harmonica: Gary Green 

Electric Guitar: Jef Lee Johnson 

B-3: Joel Bryant 

Bass: Chico Huff 

Drums: Grant McAvoy 

Damn, This Aching Heart 

The doctor says I should be doin' fine. 

He swears he's checked every vital sign. 

Can't understand this pain, tearin' me apart. 

Damn, this achin' heart. 

The weatherman, he's got an easy call. 

Into each life a little rain must fall. 

Predicting when it will stop, that's the hardest part. 

Damn, this achin' heart.. 

I The snow will fall; cold weather's on the way. 

Drifts will pile up then slowly melt away. 

You think the storms are over 

\ and then the next one starts. 

| Damn, this achin' heart. 

That's what my friends all say. 

“Stick with the hand you’re dealt, 

that’s the nature of the game.” 

You would have figured out, 

if you played it smart, 

you can't bluff the human heart. 

My lover says, “It's all just dust and dreams.” 

From where I stand, that isn't how it seems. 

We hurt so that we can learn 

what we are when hurt departs. 

Damn, this achin' heart. Damn, this achin'... 

Damn. 

Acoustic Guitar and Lead Vocal: David Kleiner 

Harmonica: Gary Green 

Dobra: Curt Johnston 

Electric Guitar: Jef Lee Johnson 

Wurlitzer: Joel Bryant 

Bass: Chico Huff 

Drums: Grant McAvoy 

Right About the Rain 

You said you could feel it, something was in the air. 

I had better things to think about and I didn't care; I didn't care. 

You were sure it would rain. I said things will stay the same, 

like they've been all along. We both were wrong. 

Wrong about what I would do. 

Wrong 'bout almost everything too. 

Do you feel better when I say, 

that you were right? You were right about the rain. 

You said you read me like a book, 

I couldn't keep my feelings hid. 

You knew my heart... 

better than I did (better than I did). 

But the things that didn't show, 

were why I finally had to go. 

There was something you couldn't touch; 

I wanted too much. 

You said you didn't understand 

how I can feel the way I do. 

You said, “It's all in your mind.” 

But that ain't true. It isn't true. 
You said, “You don't mean nothin’ by it” 

“You made your choice.” 



You said, “Suffer in quiet.” 

You said to cut the crying too. 

But now the laugh's on you (the laugh’s on you). 

You were wrong about what I would do. 

Wrong 13001 almost everything too. 

Do you feel better when I say 

that you were right? You were right about the rain. 

I said the end had come... so I finally left. 

On the way out to the car, 

I got completely wet, completely wet. 

You were right about the rain. 

Acoustic Guitar and Lead Vocal: David Kleiner 

Harmony Vocal: Mary Gordon Hall 

Harmonica: Gary Green 

Dobro: Curt Johnston 

Electric Guitar: Jet Lee Johnson 

Bass: Chico Huff 

Drums: Grant McAvoy 

The Cape May Waltz 

A man holds a child as they glide 'cross the floor. 

The surf hugs the shoreline outside of the hall. 

One pair of seagulls still circles the sky. 

And every sound that you hear 

comes in three-quarter time... 

like the Cape May Waltz, simple and slow... 

Cape May Waltz, a leisurely stroll... 

The magic begins here where New Jersey ends. 

Bring all of your children. 

Bring all of your friends. 

Outside the wind empties the salt marsh and dunes. 

Inside, the dancers fill up this room. 

In autumn and springtime they always return 

like wandering seabirds who make their way home... 

for the Cape May Waltz, simple and slow... 

Cape May Waltz, a leisurely stroll... 

The magic begins here where New Jersey ends. 

Bring all of your children. 

Bring all of your friends. 

These pink painted houses, they can't really show, 
the life that we lived, a long time ago. 

Though time passes slow it will pass you one day. 

So find your next partner, the band's starting to play... 

the Cape May Waltz, simple and slow... 

Cape May Waltz, a leisurely stroll... 

The magic begins here where New Jersey ends. 

Bring all of your children. 

Bring all of your friends. 

Lead Vocal: David Kleiner 

Acoustic Guitar: Glen Barratt 

Harmony Vocal: Mary Gordon Hall 

Harmonica: Jeff Romano 

Fiddle: Laura Light 

Electric Guitar: Jef Lee Johnson 

Mandolin: Curt Johnston 

Bass: Chico Huff 

Drums: Grant McAvoy 

I We severed whatever we could, 

1 the credit cards, the music club. 

! Maybe I gave you more than I should 

q or I keep too much for my own good. 

I should hang on, I know, 

but I'm at the end of my rope. 

And I'm just leamin' how to let go. fl don't want to need you anymore, but I do. 

Acoustic Guitar and Lead Vocal: David Kleiner 

Harmony Vocals: Richelle Claybourne 

Electric Guitar: Jef Lee Johnson 

Dobro: Curt Johnston 

Bass: Chico Huff 

Drums: Grant McAvoy 

I Don’t Want to Need You 
Half for SH and Half for BB 

Who was I married to? 

The TV set? The garden tools? 

Let the lawyers decide who they're for. 

I divorce myself from these petty wars. 

I've lost, I know. I just surrender slow. 

And I'm just learning how to let go. 

Around the house, secretly, 

I scattered the things you want me to keep: 

the photos from Ninety-Three, 

your father's ring, the back door key. 

Find them, you're home. 

I'm off to points unknown. 

And I'm just wonderin' 

how far away I can go. 

I don't want to need you anymore, but I do. 

Tiny Romance 
ForCA. 

Tiny romance is a firefly's light, a near rhyme at the end of a line 

that still sounds all right. 

Coming to you overdue, like the books on your shelf- 

a little love affair you let yourself have - 

one brief, very slow dance... tiny romance. 

You know the names for the shapes of the moon, 

and the kinds of rhyme I use in this tune. 

And I find that attractive in someone like you. 

Tiny romance is a firefly's light, 

a near rhyme at the end of a line 

that still sounds all right. 

Coming to you overdue, 

like the books on your shelf - 

a little love affair you let yourself have — 

one brief, very slow dance... tiny romance. 

The day I left home, 

I found a rose in the middle of the road. 

Was that corsage an omen or a gift? 

I could not receive it; 

I had to leave it 

unclaimed, untouched, and intact, 

'cause I only hold on to 

the things that I have to give back. 

I don't want to need you anymore, but I do. 

| You like the poignant, the odd, the perverse. 

1 Tiny romance lurks in that universe, 

| though the parting starts in the second verse. 
Tiny romance is a firefly's light, 

a near rhyme at the end of a line 

that still sounds all right. 

Coming to you overdue, 

like the books on your shelf - 

a little love affair you let yourself have - 

one brief, very slow dance... tiny romance. 

No time to hear your life story. 

No time to size up your friends. 

So many more secrets to tell you. 

No secret at all how this romance will end. 

I still remember your canebrake sighs, 

elevator kisses and frill moon eyes, 

and the way you get giddy 

when the sun starts to rise. 

Tiny romance is a firefly's light, 

a near rhyme at the end of a line 

that still sounds all right. 

Coming to you overdue, 

like the books on your shelf - 

a little love affair you let yourself have -- 

one brief, very slow dance... tiny romance 

is a firefly's light... Tiny romance is a firefly's light... 

Tiny romance is a firefly... Tiny romance. 

Acoustic Guitar & Lead Vocal: David Kleiner 

Harmony Vocals: Mary Gordon Hall 

Mandolin: Jef Lee Johnson 

Cello: Alfred James 

Violin: Diane Monroe 

Something Between Us 

And you were there. 

The first things that I noticed were your fingers and your hair. 

We joked about the air, the billboards, and the bars, 

riding through Jersey in Barry's brand new car. 

Already I felt something, the first time that you smiled. 

Opening my heart up has never been my style, but... 

There was something between us. 

Next thing I knew, we had talked for hours 

and I was lying next to you. 

You felt it too: that lovely sense of dread, 

when everything we said put ideas in our heads. 

I could feel your laughter sounding deep inside my chest. 

Got locked out of my place and you know all the rest... 

There is something between us. 

Now we are here, 

in the bed that we have shared for so many years. 

Hey, I'm over here and I've got a lot to say. 

Might as well be in New Jersey, you feel that far away. 



You are right on your side. I am left on mine, 

in the middle all the things that we should leave behind. 

There is something between us. 

Now you're asleep. I can see you 

in this dim light and listen to you breathe. 

It's bittersweet, some kind of irony. 

I think about that first day 

when you turn away from me. 

I was in the backseat. You were in the front 

I've been beside you ever since 

and I'm not giving up. 

There is something between us. 

Lead Vocal: David Kleiner 

Harmony Vocals: Mary Gordon Hall 

Guitars: Jef Lee Johnson 

Trumpet: John D’earth 

Percussion: Doc Gibbs 

Closer To You 
You're far away; I'm far away too. 

You sure get next to me, when I think about you. 

You have been gone. You'll be home soon. 

Come near me now. 

I'll completely surround you. 

And though you're part of my life for good, 

if I could get any closer; you know that I would. 

I'd get closer to you. 

Like the air caressing your skin, I might be on the outside, 

but you'll breathe me in. 

Every move that you make, means I'm moving too. 

I've been inside of everything you have been through. 

And though you're part of my life for good, 

if I could get any closer; you know that I would. 

I'd get closer to you. 

If you could be the only thing I touch... 

I'd want to get closer. 

If there could be no space between us... 

I'd want to get closer. 

If I could slip inside your shoes, 

live my life through you, 

all I'd want to do, is get closer to you. 
I've memorized the map of your skin 

and soon I'll return to all the places I've been. 

You are the fire that does not consume, 

the only thing missing from this empty room. 

And though I'm part of your life for good, 

if I could get any closer; you know that I would. 

I'd get closer to you. 

Harmony Vocal: Mary Gordon Hall 

Electric Guitar: Jef Lee Johnson 

Pedal Steel Guitar: Curt Johnston 

B-3: Joel Bryant 

Bass: Chico Huff 

Drums: Grant McAvoy 

Acoustic Guitar and Lead Vocal: David Kleiner 

Harmony Vocal: Mary Gordon Hall 

Harmonica: Gary Green 

Mandolin: Jef Lee Johnson 

Pedal Steel Guitar: Curt Johnston 

Bass: Chico Huff 

Drums: Grant McAvoy 

My Beloved is Mine 
For Beth on Our Wedding Day, June 24,2001 

In Palestine and Babylon, 

King Solomon played his Song of Songs. 

He sang it on his honeymoons. 

The Queen of Sheba loved those, tunes. 

King Solomon they say was wise. 

Had more than seven hundred wives. 

Since I met someone like you, 

I'm sure that only one will do. 

Give me the kisses of your mouth 

and your love sweeter than wine. 

We have something to say, you and I, 

“My beloved is mine. My beloved is mine.” 

Beside this lovely forest shade, 

under canopy and sky, 

we have something to say, you and I, 

“My beloved is mine. My beloved is mine.” 

Everyday we rise and go away. 

But our reunion's oh so sweet. 

We kiss, and we hold each other tight, 

when I meet you on the street. 

Inside our tidy little home, 

as time passes through our lives. 

We have something to say, you and I, 

“My beloved is mine. My beloved is mine. 

My beloved is mine.” 

Acoustic Guitar and Lead Vocal: David Kleiner 

Love Will Stay 
i For Mia and Ira 

No evidence is written in the rocks 

of the thousand natural shocks flesh is heir to: 

the friction and the faults, 

the pressure and the heat. 

Whatever’s on the surface, 

there’s so much more underneath. 

All the things of earthen dust will change 

from the sun, the wind, the waves, the rain. 

Seas will dry up, mountains waste away. 

Only love will stay. Love will stay. 

The study of love could never be complete. 

The conditions of its origin, never can repeat. 

Onset and consummation. Fractures and alterations. 

Every case is so complex, beyond imagination. 

All the things of earthen dust will change 

from the sun, the wind, the waves, the rain. 

Seas will dry up, mountains waste away. 

Only love will stay. Love will stay. 

I 

1 
1 

In a world of motion 

how does love ever start? 

What unseen forces in the earth 

try to make love fall apart? 

The power that moves continents 

can't stop this human heart. 

The geologic record's incomplete. 

It does not understand what happens 

when two people meet. 
How love can begin and unfold over time. 

Its energy and secrets all lie hidden deep inside. 

All the things of earthen dust will change 

from the sun, the wind, the waves, the rain. 

Seas will dry up, mountains waste away. 

Only love will stay. Love will stay. 

Acoustic Guitar and Lead Vocal: David Kleiner 

Harmony Vocal: Richelle Claybourne 

Electric Guitar: Jef Lee Johnson 

B-3: Joel Bryant 

Bass: Chico Huff 

Drums: Grant McAvoy 

Percussion: Doc Gibbs 

If I Never Write Another Song 

If I never write another song, I'd still be someone's father, 

and I’d still be someone's friend. 

If I never write another song. I'll sing this song instead. 

If I never play another tune - if my hands just disobey 

and I forget the chords I know? 

If I never play another tune, I will not lose control. 

If I never write another song, 

I will still love you. I will still love you. 

If I never sing another note - if I completely lose this voice 

and I can't make a simple sound? 

I know I will survive, if you are still around. 

If I never write another song, 

I will still love you. I will still love you. 

I'd give up the rhythm and the melody. 

I'd sacrifice the words if I had to, to keep you here with me. 

If I never write another song, about how winter turns to spring 

or how quickly time can pass? 

If I never write another song, well then, this will be the last. 

If I never write another song, I will still love you. 

Vocal and Acoustic Guitar: David Kleiner 

Harmonica: Gary Green 

Mandolin: Jef Lee Johnson 
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